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again to repeat the stanza. He was taken out of the
court, handcuffed, and escorted back to his cell in
the prison by five policemen armed with rifles,
He was to be hanged in two weeks' time, and the
days passed for him peacefully as the days had
passed before the trial. He had no fear of the
hanging now. If he had any feeling towards it, It
was one of expectancy, even hope. Vaguely he
looked forward to the day as the end of some long
period of evil, as the beginning of something happier
and better. He scarcely thought of the actual hang-
ing, but when he did, he thought of it in the words
of the old beggar, "I do not think it will hurt
much."
Four days before the day fixed for the execution,
the jailer came to Sflindu's cell accompanied by a
Sinhalese gentleman dressed very beautifully in
European clothes and a light grey sun-helmet Si-
lindu was told to get up and come forward to the
window of the cell. The Sinhalese gentleman then
took a document out of his pocket and began read-
ing it aloud in a high pompous voice. It informed
Silindu that the sentence of death passed-on him had
been commuted to one of twenty years' rigorous im-
prisonment. When the reading stopped, Silindu
continued to stare vacantly at the gentleman.